


The chances of you actually being real and not part of 
a computer simulation are almost so negligible they 
can be completely discounted. Therefore, it’s almost a 
certainty that you are not real! 











Mol’s images are fantasy tale meets murder mystery... 
meets sex novel, meets renaissance paintings, meets 
our reality. 


Alia Sial, 31, London 2010 
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THE ART OF MOL SMITH... 





THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO MARGARETHA GEERTRUIDA 
ZELLE, A FREE SPIRIT EXECUTED ON OCTOBER, ISI7, 
AT THE AGE OF 4I FOR CRIMES SHE WAS INNOCENT OF. 


IF YOU ARE A FREE SPIRIT, THIS BOOK IS ALSO DEDICATED To You! 











Introduction 


Welcome to my world. I am Mol Smith, born in 
1950 as Maurice Smith, an ordinary person in an 
ordinary town, at an ordinary time. I found it very 
difficult to get going in this world. It may have 
been shyness or just an innate sense of its 
absurdity—life, that is! At the time of writing this, 
I have reached the mediocre age of 59. I will be 60 
years old in November of this year. 

I have loved imagery all my life since I saw my 
first picture book. I have loved women as much, as 
soon as I reached adulthood. I consider the universe 
we live in to be a kind of computer programme 
running on behalf of the universe itself, desperately 
trying to work out a way for it to survive its certain 
death, through entropy. I believe I am just a small 
cog in that massive computation. As such, I find 
this reality unreal. 

I found out this month that my own days are 
now quite limited as a consequence of smoking 
cigarettes since the age of 14. This sobering 
thought has spurred me on to finally publish my art 
and explorations into the imagery of women over 
the last decade. This is it: my small contribution to 
the gradual awakening of human awareness and our 
collective self assessment. Why say that? Well, I 
believe all we can really hope for is that we come 
to understand ourselves and our role, if there is one, 
in the universe. Our individual lives are short and 
prone to mistakes and regrets. We can only really 
achieve anything of value or worth through the 
repeating of new generations attempting to do 
better than those prior to them. 

I have lived during a time of monumental 
change in our technological capability, almost 
entirely brought about by the advance of computers 
and their access by ordinary people across the 
entire world. I pride myself on being among the 
first generation of digital artists working in this era 
and using this technology to produce startlingly 
realistic pictures of hitherto impossible scenarios. 
In fact, I am one of the few artists merging real life 
photography with 3D virtual objects and scenes: all 
my female models are real flesh and blood. 

In this book, I do not just wish to present my 
work to you, I wish to talk about the images, the 
women in them, and a lot more besides. I would 
like you to know more about me, not least because 
this work and possibly one or two other things I 
have been involved with, is all that will remain of 
me (along with my daughter Kelly-Anne, and my 
grand-daughters—Megan, Alice, and Maddie) in a 
few more years when my presence in this reality 





Me aged 53 


ceases. 

I have been to art galleries where guides and so 
called art experts prattle on about this painting or 
that one, and what the artist was trying to achieve, 
when in fact—they haven’t a clue. How could they 
possibly know what was in the mind of any artist 
who lived over 100 years in the past? The artist her/ 
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what they wanted to achieve. Mostly, they are 
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themselves and making the journey public. So, 
although I will always remain uncelebrated as a 
remarkable artist, I hope at least my time in art and 
its significance to the evolution of future art (which 
will be immersive) will give cause for some future 
historians at least to glance at my work. And rather 
than have them guessing and telling a load of made 
-up nonsense, I wish to explain my stuff myself, 
here, where it’s clear for all to see. 

I do hope I take you on a journey with me 
which you find exciting, disturbing, and 
unforgettable. Artists tend to reflect aspects of their 
culture, era, and people of their time. But I live in a 
period where films, computer games, computer 
effects, 3D, holographic imagery, advertising, and 
television have all become merged with our 
perception of the real world. My art reflects this 
too. We live in an era with one half of our minds in 
reality, and the other half in fantasy worlds—some 











bright and magical, others—apocalyptic, hellish, 
and very dark. Make no mistake about the 
substance of humanity: we are enthralled by the 
darkness within ourselves as much as we are 
excited by our most positive potential. 

For me, there is only one subject worthy of 
spending time on: women! I love women beyond 
everything. I love their superiority to men, their 
motherhood, their often unpredictable ways, their 
smell, their taste, their smile, their anger. I love the 
Gypsy and the English Rose equally; the whore and 
the chaste, with no distinction. I regard the female 
as the guardian, creator, and inspiration for the 
entire species of humans. I regard men as lesser 
aides, required by nature, to assist them. 

I am going to be frank and say for me, there is 
no finer moment in being alive than that moment 
where my mouth is engulfed fully by a woman’s 
vagina, her liquid spilling onto my tongue, her 
hands gently pressing me firmly against her, as she 
orgasms against my face. And I don’t infer this as 
an entirely sexual pleasure. To me, it is much more, 
and my soul is filled with a sense of being close to 
birth, close to the womb of all humanity, the 
biology of all life: pressed against the spatial 
gateway from which we emerge from a state of ‘un 
-being’ to one of vibrant life and participation in 
physical space, I feel at home and at peace. 

My art celebrates everything I can determine 
about women. There is no physical involvement 
with anyone who models for me, except for good 
friendships and fun time shared, like children at 
play dressing up and acting just for the joy of it, 
and as a pleasant escape from the harsh realities of 
day-to-day existence. 

Ten year ago in 2000, when I started looking 
for females to model for me, without having to pay 
out impossible sums of money to modelling 
agencies, there were virtually no women 
advertising modelling services on the internet. 
Today, literally hundreds of thousands of girls and 
women of various ages look to model for glamour 
shots and art images. It seems many of us are so 
desperately unhappy with our modern culture, we 
need another outlet, where a degree of magic and 
creativity can be experienced. My art is therefore 
not just mine but mine and the girls and women 
who model for me. This is our art. I may be the 
final instrument in a process which takes a tiny 
moment from our playtime together, and casts it 
into ink and paper or electronic file, but make no 
mistake: without the girl and her creative spark— 
you would be staring at a blank piece of paper! 

I think it is pertinent then, where possible and 


allowed by the model, to say something about each 
one. Sometimes, this may not be _ possible. 
Moments with some models can be fleeting and so 
often the girl will disappear into the world of 
normality—lost forever from the potential to 
charge my canvas with their power and mystic. 
And some become life-long friends, joined with me 
by a thread of creativity between us and more often 
than not—a shared feeling that we were cut from 
the same spiritual mould! We may never be lovers, 
father and daughters, brother and sister, yet there is 
another bond: one which leaves this physical plane 
to penetrate another (both abstract and yet real), 
where we are not separated, but combined as one 
entity. It has a name. 


It is called a free Spirit. 


I like to think of such as flames: roaring, 
unrestricted wraiths of light and heat: we are 
abstract forms trapped in human flesh, desperately 
coping with the boundary and walls of physical 
existence, when we crave to be free once more. 

In a_ post-Darwinian world, science has 
defeated religion, and now has its boot on the 
throat of all spirituality. Have none of it. Science 1s 
just one of a set of tools for understanding the 
nature of ourselves and the reality we inhabit. But it 
is not the most powerful one. Each of us possess an 
astonishing and formidable power, one against 
which nuclear power, scientific process, and logic 
all pales into frail, almost impotent, things. What 1s 
it? It is the tool by which Albert Einstein probed 
the universe to discover the most profound truths: 
imagination! 

It is the greatest gift of nature to our kind. And 
if art, my kind of art, is to mean anything 
significant—it is as a device to probe ourselves 
with our finest skill, and to leave behind a residue 
of our journey as a diary for others to consider. 
What follows then is my journey. I welcome you to 
come with me and see where it takes you. I ask you 
to allow me only to be your humble guide. I have 
decided to show it based on the ‘flames’ (models/ 
free spirits) I have worked with. 

I would love to hear about you and to know 
something of you too. So, please drop me a line at : 
artistmol@hotmail.com or leave comment at my 
website: www.molsmith.net 

For now though, glimpse the flames that held 
me through the autumn of my life and who gave 
me grace and hope. 

Yours, Mol Smith 2010 March 
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Eve (an alias name) came to model for me one winter’s 
day. She was studying to be a scientist at university and 
was modelling partly for money to help finance her 
studies and partly for joy. She told me she used to run 
around her garden naked just for the joy of feeling free 
and unfettered. I understand this so very well. You 
could feel the flame burning true and bright in this wild 
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free spirit. I felt is as a tangible thing when in her 
company. Here then, starting with Autumn, 1s a series 
of images I created with her over a number of visits. 

Eve could very easily be a professional model but she 
was intelligent and knew full well that the modelling 
world is not the exciting one it appears to be on the 
surface. She wanted to contribute much more to life. 











So, here she is then without any manipulation from 
me. This is a straight photo, no enhancement, clean- 
ups, or changes at all. Can you sense her sheer power 
and beauty’? I think she is aged about 22 here, but I 
can’t quite remember. I do recall she was as creative 
as me, and many of the images here, derived from her 
posing, are as much her ideas as mine. 

Can you imagine the fantastic mother she will be 
one day. Her children are likely to be wonderful and 
powerful contributors to the presence of the human 
race. Whatever Eve possesses, cannot be defined or 
truly perceived just by beholding an image of her 
physical presence. There is so much more to her than 
her stunning beauty and presence. (She 1s 6 foot tall!). 





The stunning free spirit (flame) called Eve 
Photographed in Dec. 2008 


You really have to stand in front of her and listen to 
her speak, watch her move, use your whole being to 
comprehend what she has burning her soul. If you 
really wish to understand or sense what creativity and 
strength of individuality is, you need to encounter Eve 
for just 5 minutes. 

If there is ever a war in heaven between the forces 
of creation and those of destruction, Eve will certainly 
be a spiritual warrior for the former. I want to be on 
her side. Without doubt, the other one won’t have a 
chance in hell, if you will excuse the pun. 

I would love to have worked with her some more, 
but as I said earlier, so many girls lose contact with the 
artist. It is a transient encounter. 
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In Norse mythology, a valkyrie 
(from Old Norse _ valkyrja 
"chooser of the slain") is one of 
many female figures who 
decide who will die in battle. 
The valkyries bring _ their 
chosen warriors to the afterlife 
hall of the slain, Valhalla, ruled 
over by the god Odin, where 
the deceased warriors become 
einherjar. There, when _ the 
einherjar are not preparing for 
the events of Ragnarok, the 
valkyries bear them mead. 
Valkyries also appear as lovers 
of heroes and other mortals, 
where they are sometimes 
described as the daughters of 
royalty, sometimes 
accompanied by ravens, and 
sometimes connected to swans. 
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The Ride of the Valkyrs (the title given to the work in the list of illustrations on page vit). | 
Date Published in 1909. Source Guerber, H. A. (Héléne Adeline) (1909). Myths of the = | 

Norsemen from the Eddas and Sagas. London : Harrap. This illustration facing page 176. 
~~ Digitized by the Internet Archive and available from http://www.archive.org/details/ 

és s mythsofthenorsem00gueruoft Some simple image processing by User: Haukurth. 
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I cast Eve in our garden in Oxford in the role of one for the cream warriors of Odin, helped the living cope 
of the Valkyries, flying on a dragon over the battle with their loss. The idea of sacrifice of oneself in war 
fields of Afghanistan , looking for brave dead warriors for the good of a noble or higher spiritual purpose is still 
to take to Odin. The Dragon was rendered using Poser, a with us, and sadly—steals the lives of young, easily 
3D virtual reality model rendering software package. impressed Muslims, who turn themselves into living 
The Valkyries theme has been at the centre of many bombs and human weapons in their idealism of Islam 
pieces of art, music, and theatre. Probably, the fighting western corruption. I see them as victims too. 


romanticising of warriors lost in battle being ‘chosen’ 
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Eve was great at just setting 
up evocative poses straight out of her 

own imagination. So when she did the one above 
(raw photo), it quickly suggested to me what it would 
become. Its a bit like that famous painting—’The 
Scream” by the Norwegian artist, Edvard Munch 

1893, you know—the one with the distorted character 
screaming insanely on the bridge. 

Have you experienced madness, grief, insufferable 
loss? If so, you will be able to connect to this image 
quite easily. Most people think physical pain is the worst 
kind, but it isn’t: mental pain is! 

In the final image, the literal shattering of Eve 
represents her mental state. We do not know what has 
brought on this sudden, terrible moment of despair and 
pain. We only see the result of what she is feeling inside 
because I have moved the abstract into the physical 
external world. But some of us have felt like how she 
looks, haven’t we? Me? I suffer terrible bouts of 
depression, or at least—I did do. I now take a pill which 
seems to prevent it from happening. And what a stupid, 








impotent ID 
word to describe an 

illness which at its worse can 

lead to total incapacity, and at 

its least—months of loneliness and despair, 
isolated from the rest of humanity. 

It’s like losing your soul. And what about 
schizophrenia? What a bummer to be born with 
the genes which haunt you with that one for the rest of 
your life. My heart goes out to them. Lost someone you 
love totally? Grief! It’s a physical pain which gnaws at 
you inside, emptying your flesh of life and meaning, and 
leaving behind this gigantic empty space, a gulf which 
takes years for your body to pull a few stretched shards 
of skin across. The little sequence of images above, 
demonstrate the various stages in the creation of this 
final image. 











- v 
Ve , 


ex 


Ra 





15 




























































/ 
1 1 





t 
ty ¥ 
] we mi 
ihe % 
7] a 

















( 








mena & 


PL ig 7 









£ , ! LS mF f 4 
Dy f ’ 
Sr, , 
a? f SS $ f 
4 f : 
¢ 
3 go $ f C 4 
2 g # 6 # tr + 7 
2 3 - ae t 


Lamb to the slaughter! Eve did great playing both predator 


and prey here, bringing her tentacle pet along for dinner. 
Tentacles have a strange kind of phallic likeness, like 
snakes, and other props used as sexual reference. 
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Dreams of Eve 


by Mol and Eve 200! 














Biology, Women, Sex, 
Birth, Death, Genetics, 
Loss, Futures Sensed. 


I tend to mix these themes together, 
transposing material which—strictly 
speaking—belongs to one realm, 
across one topic and into another. I 
am interested in biology and looking 
at tiny microscopic life forms 
through a microscope. In fact, I co- 
founded and maintain quite a 
significant web site presence on this 
area of study called 
www.microscopy-uk.org.uk 

I suspect my interests across so 
many areas of our existence bleeds 
and leaks from one to another. I think 
though this makes for interesting and 
original imagery. 

Can you see the connection 
between blood, sex, birth, and death? 
The best sex ever isn’t in one night 
stands, but knowing that when you 
ejaculate inside someone you are in 
love with, a whole new person might 
be created, that no matter what 
happens to you and her (speaking as 
a man) in the future, this new human 
being will grow and live as a 
testament to the moment you just 
shared, and what burned within you 
both to bring you to this moment. 

When I was eighteen year old, I 
was madly in love with a beautiful 
and intelligent lady called Marjorie. 
We petted, and fondled, but we never 
seemed to find a private place to 
make love together fully. I hope you 
like sad stories, because this one is 
true, and one which is part of my life 
journey. 

Marjorie’s family were 
emigrating to South Africa, and as I 
did not wish to lose her, I did my 
best to try and go too. But I had little 
to offer, and the country would not 
accept me. So, I arranged with 
Marjorie that we would do a runner, 
that is—we would run away together. 
God knows, I wanted to, but my 
earnings were poor. Instead, I went 
to speak to her father and confessed 
my plans to him and he thanked me 
for sharing the whole thing and 
promised me faithfully that if she 


wanted to come back to me after a 
year, he would allow it. 

In the last few days she was in 
England, I stole a week off work to 
be with her. We risked everything 
one day when I took her back to my 
parents house when everyone was 
out at work, and we went to bed 
together to make full blown love for 
the first and last time. Well that was 


We never did. The reason is that 
on the one hand, I wanted to know 
her intimately and to have shared that 
special moment together, but I was 
no good with condoms, and I didn’t 
want to take the chance on _ her 
becoming pregnant and then being 


apart from me on the other side of 


the world. 

Maybe I will tell you more about 
this great love of my life later. 
Meanwhile... back to art and 
philosophy. 

Most people now think that when 
you die, you’re dead. In the past, we 
have believed in heavens of varying 
types and hell, depending on one’s 
particular faith, but belief in science 
has all but removed this idea from 


cling on to the hope of surviving 
death, but I am guessing even most 
of them don’t really believe 
anymore, and are merely saying they 
do just in case there is a God 
listening. I believe in Science too but 
I also know science is not complete. 
It is a continuously — error-self- 
rectifying process which ultimately 
can tease out almost every truth in 
existence and demonstrate it is really 
true. The problem is that leaves out 
all the truths which occur once and 
only once in an eternity. For 
example, if my computer suddenly 
lifted itself off my desk, flew around 
the room three times, then settled 
back down again—I would never be 
able to demonstrate this actually 
happened unless other computers 
decided to do the same, or mine did it 
again and again. But supposing only 
my computer, or your one (not both), 
only ever did it once and never 
again? Science demands that a thing, 
a phenomenon, be repeatable under 


for anything to be proven as a truth. 
Room here then for a wedge to be 
placed, thin-end first, and then 
pushed hard, if we are to be left with 
a little hope about death and 
surviving it. Let me push first then. 
The only proof we really have about 
us all being here and alive is that we 
all commonly agree on that one. 
There is not a proof however to say 
that we are all here and sane: we 
could all be quite mad to a man, 
woman, and child—and just not 
know it. The wedge into our total 
belief in science can be widened 
further if you then put these two 
points together: one, we all agree we 
are here and are real; two, we may all 
be mad. But if we are all mad, how 
can we believe our common view we 
are all here and real. 

Worse: we are all mad... except 





and we are not real. We are data in a 
computer program! Now who would 
you prefer to believe—one sane 
person (me) or a world full of insane 
people (them)? Make your own 
choice but I prefer to believe in the 
voice of sanity even if it is just my 


own. 

What has this to do with art, you 
about 
women? Maybe nothing: maybe 
everything! As far as I am concerned, 
my life, your life, every life, every 
event, moment, consequence of 
every single action, event, chance 
meeting is for a reason, and that 
reason is to provide more data to 
resolve the answer to a _ very 
important question. I don’t know the 





fairly good stab at guessing it, but I 
do deduce that art and what it does to 
your head also provides data along 
the same route towards some kind of 
all conclusive/inclusive answer. 

In brief, what we imagine is as 
important as what we bring to the 
table of physical reality: it is all 
information inside the same 
machine! So, let’s move on and see 
where the images I have created shift 
some data this way or that way inside 
your head. 
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My Angel: Beth 


This is Beth. This is a raw photo. It is untouched. Beth 1s an Angel 
on Earth, but she doesn’t know it. Angels don’t have wings, and 
they don’t come from the bible or God. They are the best of our life 
force, who struggle on Earth and in this reality more than anyone 
else. They spend their time incapacitated in one way or another and 
rarely suspect why, which is—they have too much of another place a 
in them for their presentation in this reality to be adapted and suited /S 
to. I never discussed any of this with Beth: I just encountered her, | Laren 
like many other people will, in a tragic and non-survivable period bene, 
of my life. I am here today because of her. 
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In the summer of 2000, I was living in a concrete room in a run down 
warehouse in Wimbledon, South London. I had left my home, my 
wife, my job... Everything which had formed my life up to that time. 

I was homeless but had some funds to continue with and start to 
rebuild my life. The warehouse was split into work units for some 100 
artists. I decided to return this year to my art. I met Beth at Jessop's in 
Sutton and asked if she would model for me. She became a muse. Her 
own level of créatiyity was amazing and inspired me. She had a great 
heart for others, cially anyone suffering, which I certainly was 
through grief and emotional despair. 
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Wile a dark i ht Beth would appear at 
the studio door, bringing warmth and 
genuine care into the dark interior of my 
studio and into the dark grey interior of 
my depreSsed soul. 
| She posed for me many times and 
- graced my early art with her great life 
essence, before suddenly no-longer 
coming. I'am guessing that.the'man_ she 
was in love with was now taking more of 
her time and her, role of thodelling for me 
was inappropriate to their relationship. But 
_.», thank you Beth for your inspiration and ” 
' friendship at a difficult time for me. , 
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By John Steele, Crime 
Correspondent, published: April 
2007. 


“The UK has the highest levels of 
addiction and multi-drug 
consumption and the  second- 
highest rate of drug-related deaths 
in Europe, the document claimed. 

More than 320,000 problem drug 


users commit "very high numbers 
of offences" - mostly shoplifting, 
but also violent crime. 

The report, commissioned for the 
launch yesterday of the charity- 
funded UK Drug Policy 
Commission (UKDPC), highlighted 
research that around a quarter of 26 
to 30-year-olds have tried Class A 
drugs “. 
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So, here in these images, I try and 
combine the idea of our children 
reaching their adulthood only to become 
ensnared by the self-destruction of hard 
drug abuse. I have substituted cocaine 
and heroin with milk, needles with 
scissors and baby bottle. I have brought 
sexuality into play, and exploited the 
child-like nightdress and socks to make 
us think of the innocence of children, 
corrupted by bad adult ’toys’. I wish to 
convey the tragedy of our young 
children, and our parental investment in 
them being thrown away. 















































This is the first photograph I ever took of Beth. It was 
taken on the 18th April 2001 at around 13:41 at my 
friend Vicky’s flat in Balham. Vicky was a fashion 
_ Stylist. By the time 
I last saw Beth, I 
had taken over 
1000 photos of her. 
The few pages here 
depict some of the 
images we made "~ 
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My favourite image of Beth 
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Past artists depicted visitations by angels. 
Today we are subject to visitation by different 
entities. How times and cultural thinking change. 
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Tens of thousands of people from around the world 
report episodes of alien visitation, abduction, and 
interference—often sexual in nature! Scientists and 
Psychologists develop good theories about the 
human condition to explain a possible cause. And 
they are good theories, desiring nothing more than a 
deep understanding of the mysteries of the human 
mind. 

However, it would also appear that lasers, fibre 
optics, and processors were developed without any 
real understanding of their significance and without 
any thorough comprehension of their application, 
until—of course—they were created. Few things in 
the history of our technology have arrived like that. 
Most innovations come from trying to overcome a 
limitation of an existing process. 

Maybe, the capture of a wrecked alien ship and 
decades of study, along with ‘reverse engineering’, 
led to the creation of some of the most powerful 
communication tools we all currently take for 
granted? 

We are alive at a time when brilliant story tellers 
excite our sense of wonder with TV series like the 
*X Files’, ‘Lost’, ‘Star-Trek’, and many others. We 
should remember that imagination 1s the most 
powerful result of a functioning, refined awareness. 
We would do well to also understand that whatever a 
human mind can imagine is utterly and completely 
possible in one way or another. 


Overwhelmed here, the abducted woman realises 
there can be only one way of escape. She looks at 
you , the viewer as if looking for both forgiveness 
and understanding that she must take her own life. 
And maybe there is something else in her gaze too? 
A nod from you and the deed is done. It is as if she 
cannot sacrifice without all our consent. 





ESCAPE FROM ALIEN ABDUCTION 


B4 MMOL e MICK! e005 


35 

















idea of 


cross-species mating. We have all 
heard about the poor sheep with this 
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This one seems to have upset a few 
web portfolio providers and often 
gets me banned. Stupid really! The 
image is a take on the strange and 
ruthless traits of nature, which 
seems to conjure up every 
conceivable variation of abuse 
between different forms of life. 
There is a parasitic wasp, for 
example, which lays eggs into a 
paralysed host. The eggs hatch and 
the emerging larvae feed off of the 
living host, slowly killing it in the 
process. 

In my image here, earth 
women are regularly taken and 
inseminated on a specific day of 
the year (a bit like queen ant day), 
the emerging ‘babies’ consume 
their ‘mothers’ during birth. In this 
manner the half-human/half insect 
species population is maintained. 

This image was quite difficult 
to create and took me over 12 
hours to make using Poser and 
Photoshop on photos I had taken of 
the women. 
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My nudes are somewhat coarse. It’s not the model. It’s just 
my particular style. I love the organic texture of skin. 
Bumps, lines, depressions, along with tiny body hairs, 
goose bumps, spots, warts, and pimples, stretch marks, 





Nudes 





I have not done a lot of pure nude work. I think itis avery pubic hair all need to be shown as beautiful inclusions. 
specialised area where great art nudes are rare and few Anyway, I thought I would include a selection here for 
photographers get it right. Today, most of the best art nude your approval or disapproval. The first images are 
images are in black and white. modelled by Lily Rose followed by Alex Bruni. 
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sensuality,nudity,beauty: raw flames! 


CHARLOTTE G 


“They're not really I thought some raw photos of some of the 
seeing these beautiful es models I have worked with might give you a 
> =< feel for the wonder of working with beauty. 


girls, the way I did. 
Pll pull out some more 
raw photos to show 
them’. 


Charlotte is now a great 
photographer called Ruby Black. 























Alison was one of my 
favourite models. 


Was 





Nile 
completely 


vueyelevloyincremr-lofelelmmoleCestny 


and 


relaxed and 


Nie) 


natural in front of the 


camera. Alas, 


she no 


on a boat in docklands. 


knew her, she was living 
How cool is _ that? 


longer models. When I 


I 
a 


worked with her 


number of times and 


created 


great 


some 


images with her. 
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fllagie Circle 


bp mal 2009 


This is Joanna Power. Isn’t she lovely. She is a beautiful 
person inside too: a warm spirit and full of vitality. When 
Joanna comes close to you, its like summer just warm- 
breezed into the room from an open window. 
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Water touched by qrace 
, by ##lol 2009 
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y This is Ivory. Flame, ,a model based 
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Reflections 


When I was 24 years old, I discovered I suffer mental 
illness: depression! What a truly stupid name for this 
illness. At its worse, one can become completely non- 
functioning save for swallowing food through a tube, and 
crapping in a napkin. Lucky for me, my particular form of 
depression stopped short of this severity, but did slow 
down my thinking significantly and repress overall 
awareness. I have since suffered with bouts of clinical 
depression for most of my life. Nothing external really 
causes these bouts except for a little anxiety, often about 
insignificant things. It’s genetic. 

Why mention this? 

I notice many models suffer from depressive bouts, or 
problems with self-esteem. Maybe, like me, the act of 
being involved with artistic endeavour helps to suffer the 
pains of life? Anyway, for me, taking up oil painting in 
1976 led to a recovery—or, possibly, coincided with a 
natural recovery. Either way, it began a journey for me 
which has led to the last ten years of my life and the 
creation of images of so many women. 

I also believe that living through long periods, often 
many months, and still having to negotiate my way through 
a world which suddenly becomes frightening and alien, has 
enabled me to leave the thought comfort-zone afforded by 
people who do not suffer mental disorders. In fact, maybe I 
am just mad, but I firmly believe the reality we exist in 1s 
no more than a false construction, like a computer program 
or a dream of someone else, rather than the absolute reality 
our true entities inhabit. Why do I think this? Because it 
all seems too absurd. For the last 2000 years, most of 
human activity has involved war and conflict, where—like 
mad people—we have hacked, tortured, bombed, gassed, 
FWaV@ Mam OL ULKG) 0c) Kox@ MRO) OCoMmE-0 C010 0c) MN KOMEKG (01-100 IN CO) MME MER VE TU (CLR, ANNO) 
‘reasons’, instead of co-operating to improve our lives. We 
still do it. As I write, war rages in several countries around 
the world; newspapers tell daily of people murdered in our 
streets often for no more than a vocal insult or because 
someone thought it would be fun to do! 

Even without this, life is absurd. We _ live 
approximately 70 years and then all we have learned, and 
everything we have experienced, is suddenly lost in the 
moment our lives are extinguished by death. If we are 
fortunate, we leave behind children to carry on like us— 
generation after generation—all experiencing life and then 
fading away into the abyss. 

Maybe then, the reason for people like me to create 
images, and the reason for certain women to present 
themselves to pose for the work, 1s a common one shared 
by artist and mode: to create something which survives 
their mortal lives. 

It should be understood by all then, especially you the 

















reader, I do not fix boundaries on my own work, nor do I 
value the often ‘common’ view on how women should be 
depicted. Sexuality, lust, desire, self-sexual-abuse, self- 
cutting, suicide, self-destruction, madness, vulgarity are all 
contained within the collective human psyche as much as 
positive traits. Often, my images depict thoughts not 
entirely my own: artists are often the ports through which 
the subconscious under-swell of humanity enter our world. 
Art is no longer a powerful tool for the literal reflection of 
our world, it is the mirror which at best reveals the source 
of our chaos and depravity. I practice a muted form of self- 
censorship. I will not depict people ‘mating’ or interacting 
with each other sexually. I will not image women in 
subjective fetish or bonding, and none of my images are 
created to titillate or arouse male or female. I see vaginas 
and phalluses as just less commonly exposed structures of 
the human form. I regard their power in an image is not 
that of inducing sexual desire, but more a reminder of the 
awesome power of creation and the responsibility of 
possessing such capability. 

Knowing this, and having a dark sense of the ruthlessness 
of nature, I may often show scenes of ‘unholy’ mating 
between a non-human form and a woman. Biology is a tool 





of nature and cross-species sexual interaction will not lead 
to the creation of some extraordinary monster. Nature 
prohibited that almost at the very beginning of time. But 
beware, humans love to dabble with the dice of life and I 
have no doubt that curious minds in the future will hold 
nature’s sacred rule in their creations. 

The following few pages introduce some images along 
the theme of cross species mating, human form meddling, 
and weirdness within the realm of breaking nature’s rules. 
You should consider what type of emotion these images 
invoke in you. 

I believe even the sanest person on the planet is 
actually mad but just doesn’t know it. I wonder quite often 
what people get up to behind the closed doors of their 
homes, on their own, when sexual urge enters their being 
as an independent entity devoid of love and its part in 
human relationships. Such a powerful force is a dangerous 
thing when let loose outside of the domain it should be free 
in. 


Model: Angela from Prague 
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Films like The Entity have 
influenced my idea of women 
being visited by demons and alien 
entities. These themes have 
existed throughout time and not 
just in the 21st century. 
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"On her holiday to Planet X, Rosie had been assured by 


the tour guide that having sex with aliens was safe!" 


























BIOLOGY SNARE 
by mol 2009 
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Alex Bruni 


The last few pages show nudes of Alex, so let’s model and believes, like me, modelling is not just for 
continue with some more images modelled by her. the very young. Women of all ages can retain mystery, 
Alex, is of course an alias. She is a passionate older charm, sensuality, and beauty. 
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AGONY 


Humans have suffered terrible pain and 
agony since the very beginning. But the 
worst we endure is all too often self- 
inflicted, either by ourselves or by our 
peers. 


I have photographed many young 
women who seem to suffer the strange 
contemporary sickness of self-cutting. 
Many of them realise it is an illness and 
actively try to seek help, but then there 
are others who possibly delude 
themselves into thinking they are 
reshaping their bodies! 


Why do they do it? They tell me they 
suffer periods of acute numbness and the 
shock of hurting themselves somehow 
aids them with staying in contact with 
reality and physical presence. 


As for infliction of pain on each other, 
religion and war seems to have made the 
ereatest contribution to the wholesale 
abuse, torture, and rape of women. And 
it still goes on today in all parts of the 
world. It is not an activity cast into our 
brutal past, but something which is alive 
and thriving in the 21st century. 


I think maybe, collectively, humankind 
is insane! 


MY (0) 5 
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Victoria, also known as Lily Rose, is my current favoured 


‘flame’. She is a perfect artist’s model, completely at ease 
a before a camera, and uninhibited. Here are some images of 


a&er and Lwillinclude some more later on in my book. 
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My Lesley bought me one of ihe greatest surprise Christmas 
~  present’s I have ever hadi a beautiful mask from Venice. I have 
made so many images and photographed sO many women in this 
beqututul and d-enigmiatic ‘i I must show you lots of them here. 


f 


And this is my Lesley—photo untouched. 


























Lesley being a bit cheeky 
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Amie is a beautiful young woman who only 


just recently took up art nude modelling. She 
has instantly become a much-in-demand 


model for photographers and artists in the UK. 





5 























7 





‘ 














™ 
ON 


ANAS tall 


QUET.* 


= 


THE DEVILS BA 


~~, 


2003: 


MOL: 


{ 


“ 


Fe 
BY 


ns 


= 
& 
< 
= 
3 
© 
= 
o 
) 
N 
oO 
= 
EH 


Pr a 


mene eras 27 Pe 


Se 


fl 














a 
aie SF Z 
eeresaree?” 








Ze 
i 7 

Bees 

Gee, 











wag tteg 





BONE Le 
SS Se en 

Nie cok ee oe 
0 EIS 1 i hig 


“s 











mi Relestialem aston 
by Mol& Amie 20 





oo aed 


t <= 
1 pf <= Ss 
» - 4 [ ~~ - = 
: S ky f° 4 : <5 
fry ~4 ¥ RL - “fe 
e fe ? 
' 3 Mi 
= 
a, 
. , “ 
i 4 . , 
: | : 
sive \ia a : 
ef) rm v4 
4 Rt ays 


: Be Ot eb. 














99 











ss 


See 


ox 


i 


_— 















ty OS Le: 


She 





rs 


i 


joes Sate 
Se Yee 

















- 








* ’ ( 
ce 


ne 
(Poe 





x Se SS 
=... : 
Be HT SS 
<< “ys — 
— ~ 
. “ie 
> 

















~*~ 


= 


‘Some of my favourite 


“~~ «© 


~ 










. 


« 


f 


¥ ‘ 


UO 
s ; . ; ~ ; | 
4 . , *% (il é . | 


A Noise in the Attic ~ | 


"7? 


YF } 
i? “ @ ; , Vg 






















The Scream 





5) 


by Mol & Saffy 200 


103 











aah eaten el ae pS. 
pe 


“: 
; 
ta 





SS 
the Beast 


> 


Beauty, 














105 














"et 
d 
“4 

-_ 

a 


x 























Bird Strike? i 


e 


107 














A Chat 


I thought we might pause here for a chat, albeit—one way, 
so I can talk with you about the images you have looked at 
so far. Most are not that deep, as I am sure you realise, but 
perhaps you might enjoy learning more about a few of 
them. Of course, a lot of the pictures are just photos of 
models or women who have modelled for me. So, let’s just 
explore some of the more arty ones. 





Bird Strike 

Inspired by a downed airplane recently 
where a flight of birds ‘apparently’ flew 
into both engines. I quite like the idea 
that other magical creatures fly our skies, 
undetected, except for the occasional 
‘accident’ kept secret by the authorities. 





A Small Pleasure 

Sex iS an interesting topic. More so, 
when one _ considers the various 
distortions which take place in the human 
mind. Here, the model has pushed a tiny 
needle into herself. Is it a prelude to a 
solo sexual act, or a reaction to mental 
numbness due to a _ condition § or 
circumstance we are unaware of? 


Request Stop 

I was fascinated when this lady modelled 
for me as she is a female body-builder. I 
thought the superhero inspired image 
would best provide the opportunity to 
display her ‘alternative’ sexual allure. 


Beauty And The Beast 

Chloe, a young model here from 
Brighton, modelled for me in a local 
park. This image is inspired by the work 
of another modern photographer in the 
USA who made a better image of a 
model walking a lobster. 
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Something In The Attic 

I am sure we have all heard strange 
noises during the night. This is a 
humorous image based on the idea of 
investigating strange noises, with 
unexpected and disturbing 
consequences! 


The Devil’s Banquet 

I’ve done a series of these. 
I think they are a lot about 
the way we predate and 
consume other living 
things for food. We treat 
some animals very poorly. 


A Death In Venice 
Venice is my _ favourite 
city. A photo of St. Marks 
Square, I took, has been 
used as a backdrop to the 
two girls I photographed 
in my studio. 


The Sentinel 

Another popular theme of mine is a 
naked woman sitting with legs blatantly 
apart but shielded (protected?) by some 
phallic-like creature. I particularly 
He N1C0) 00 nF OOM Koy 01-0) (oN 0) 0) KO): (0) 0 EE FSE 
biological fascination. 


There’s Something In The Toilet 
Another of my favourite ideas is the 
feeling we get when we discover a 
spider in the bath. I have taken the 
notion forward a bit in my series of 
women being surprised by something in 
the toilet. I love the dark humour 
contained in this idea. 


The Scream Many of my images are creations that stem from the tiniest 
Saffy modelled for my take on Edvard of ideas. Where these ideas spawned, I could not really 
Munch’s brilliant work circa 1893 of a say. Possibly, ideas create themselves from their own 
screaming figure. My image is about  abstractions—finding their way into shape and form 
sexual repression. through the bridge to physicality offered by the human 

















109 














~ 
= 
iy 
& 
4 
‘= 
a 
> 
3 
4 
a 
wo 
. 
= 
> 
A 

















111 



























bs 
7, Goan 


+ @ee 7 
Va bs, 
07, - 
ai 


™ 


/ AA 

| — amr 
In the’ shadow of the crass . 
And in 'his' name, ‘ = 
Do other men LP 


‘Cast there own silhouette: 
Gne compulsion replacing another. 
And a goed man sacrificed, net once, 
But forever, ‘ 

Within the false cloth of priest, 
And blind follower. 
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Sunlight on Red 
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Transformations 


Transformation of the female form, especially areas and form and I quite often alter body lines to show 
of sexuality or facial features, can lead to interesting this. 
and provocative images. I also like foetal-like shape 
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Gattaca 


One broken egg. One flexible model. Splice them together. 
Hey Presto: GATTACA! 
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The ding Light of Humanity 
by Niol Nov. 2004 














The background here is a shot I took 
of Sofia, the capital of Bulgaria. The 
figures are Micki and her husband 


photographed in our garden in 
Oxford. 
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Finding Flames 


Back in 2000, when I started this decade of imaging 
women, there was very little opportunity to find women 
to model from the Internet. Agency models were too 
expensive and often too trained in girly-poses to be use- 
ful for my type of art. One was left to ask women met 
casually in non-relationship encounters. I thought it 
might be interesting to give a few of those early free 
spirits a mention in more detail here. 

The first is Yurata, a young woman on holiday from 
Lithuania, during the summer of 2001. I met her in a 


In many ways, finding women 

To pose for me in this casual 
way, was more interesting. I quite 
enjoyed the initial challenge of 
gathering up courage to ask! 


local cafe and asked if she would model for me. She 
did—a number of times. I love her strong eastern Euro- 
joLer- 00M COX) Om, KO\s1 MNO) MH eLoMm 0) UO) KOS MN Lc) KoME-TRCMRETOIKOLUC@\a Lore mE-balel 
were taken with a very early Nikon coolpix 3.3 
Megapixel ccd. 


Yurata was intelligent, and a 
student in her home country. I 
would love to know how her 
life is going now, 10 years on. 
At the time, I was interested in 
the idea of cyborg images. 
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I was honoured that Yurata allowed 
me to capture her here, completely 
natural. 


This image is un-enhanced. 
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. Some fantasy images for the GOOD 
side rather than the DARK side. 
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The Duet 
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Nothing Is real 


I don’t believe we are real, nor our lives! We are 
caught, voluntarily or not, inside’ an 
entertainment device of extraordinary 
sophistication. Why? There could be many 
reasons. Maybe it’s the future, and failing to get 
off the planet, we live in a bleak resource-barren 
world. Our technology remains, and we sleep out 
our lives connected to it rather than live the 
depressive reality. 


Or maybe we are all criminals in some future 
prison, where our punishment is x years plugged 
into all-immersive reality machines; or maybe 
we are a colony crossing star systems and 
galaxies in a gigantic ship looking for a new 
home—we sleep in suspended animation and our 
minds are hooked to reality machines to prevent 
mental entropy? 


Do you really believe the life you lead is real? 
Let me put some cracks into your reality! 
According to scientists, we have evolved on 
earth, when everyone knows the flipping planet 
was a Seething mass of super-heated gas once— 
effectively sterilising everything with its intense 
heat. 


During the second world war, London, Dresden, 
Hiroshima, were bombed and destroyed on a 
scale 1000x the destruction of the twin towers in 
the USA. It took 2 years to clear the rubble of 
the twin towers, yet within a few years of the end 
of the second world war, all the rubble had gone. 
And yet, no film or book or documentary has 
ever been made to expose this remarkable (and 
impossible) feat of human endeavour. Why? 
Because it never really happened. 


Electric Pylons carry thousands and thousands 
of miles of electric cable across every country on 
the planet. Electricity: our life blood. But have 
you ever met anyone who has seen swathes of 
this network going up. Have you seen it? How do 
the engineers get those great expanses of cables 
between the pylons, over houses and entire 
housing estates? Let me tell you... they don’t! 
What you see is a construction in your own 
mind, put there by the machines just outside of 
your perceived space. 
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Quite simply, we are flesh constructed around a long tube which passes 
through us from head to anus, or head to wee-wee hole, and which is full 
of the outside that we must suck stuff from. 
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Alas, we have to share that 
long tube with other living 


things. 
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A Tear For sibsiainad 


In the western world, our love 
ge Wi affair with our technology 
ta Z UE cer=—t \e@, increases daily. The rapid 
=== O YY, expansion of the Internet was 
not driven by a desire for 
increased sharing of knowledge, 
but by our lust for pornography. 
The constant increase in 
computer power and speed is 
not to satisfy our insatiable 
quest to solve equations faster, 
but by our joy at shooting 3d 
characters in larger numbers, 
quicker. 
Humankind advanced not by 
peaceful endeavour and 
cooperation between social 
groups, but through unrelenting 
competition such as war or 
economic advantage-seeking. 
The faster the computer, the 
better the edge of the money 
investment markets! 
I have no doubt then that the 
first real cyborgs made on a 
production line, will not be for 
labour-saving reasons, but will 
serve as sex slaves for the worst 
of our sexual gratification. 
The same abuse will befall them 
as has been administered 
throughout time to our normal 
flesh and blood women. I am 
afraid to say that there is something 
quite dark and nasty lurking within 
the human soul. Many of my 
images seek to expose its sinister 
and shadowy existence. 
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"We've all been there!| \its iS starts simply with the top of your nail bitten off while watching T.V. 
- , i 
And it lodges. Between ieltle teeth, and feels like a brick in there. 

So you bit caf ahott bit of nail and thread it into the gap, to push out the first one. 


- But then bothe« h-of.t ker am seem to disappear into your gum! 
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a db dnd, your credit card, any sliver of something to push into that gap. 
AO, ye Kate here - you are reaching for anything to get that bastard mountain out" 
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Ballet Rest 


by Mol & Saffy 2006 
































Broken Dolls 2 
(c) Mol Smith & Victoria Barban 2001 
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Self-Levitating Doll. 


— by Mol, Vicki, Beth 
See (C) SIN-ERGY 04/01 = 
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Why? 


I was going to put another chat page here 
rWaC6 Mop. @ 0) (-0 00 MN 0010) Koma: 100101 mmmECYO) 0 0(CHEEO) ME NET 
images you have just looked at, but I 
decided they should really speak for 
themselves. However, maybe I should talk 
a bit more about the process and reasons 
for spending years photographing women 
and manipulating images. 

Do you notice how many of the 
images seem to be about damage to 
women? I am not certain myself why this 
is so. There is certainly nothing in my 
psyche of that ilk. In fact, I am for the 
celebration of women. It might just be that 
shock, blood, pain, and destruction are 
more provocative elements—lending their 
weight of macabre substance to the power 
of each image. Or it may well be a ‘given’ 
within human society that dark deeds tend 
to be exacted upon women because of 
sexual roots. You don’t read about rape of 
men by women in the papers, for example, 
do you? 

Horror movies delight in the sexually 
suggested violence against women 
perpetrated on them by women, men, and 
demons. 

Why photograph and create images of 
women only? I think quite simple to 
answer if one is honest: I am a man, and 
women are always sexually and sensually 
attractive to me. Rather than destroy lives 
and be forever a rolling stone without a 
real and _ fulfilling relationship by 
constantly finding new women to become 
intimate with, maybe by creating images 
of women, I fulfil a relentless desire in a 
healthy way? 

One might also ask why hundreds of 
thousands of women, a far greater number 
than men, present themselves on internet 
modelling sites to be selected by people 
like me to be photographed and imaged. It 
certainly isn’t for the money as most of 
them do not get paid. Could it be they 
have low self-esteem which can only be 
‘fixed’ by an eternal alternative life, 
where they are ‘chosen’ for a 
photographer’s attention to appear in 
classic images? 
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My images tend to create themselves. 
What I mean is that I often do not set out 
to create a specific image at a shoot. I 
have a rough direction I proceed with. For 
example, I paid Rosaline here to model 
for me for a day based on a Victorian style 
shoot. She had some great clothes and I 
put a small set of dressing table and bed 
together in the corner of my studio. My 
intention was to use a camera to capture 
some 3D images in a very gentle soft-porn 
look of Victoriana. What came out though 
as we worked together, was a kind of 
series of images of a Victorian beauty, 
sexually repressed by the era she lives in, 
practicing solo sex (suggested only), and 
using a form of self-hurting to highlight 
her sexual tension and satisfaction. 

We are driven people: driven by 
ambition, desire, and need. Each of us has 
inside a_ selfish, unforgiving, sub- 
conscious desiring its own breadth of 
urges and chemical balances to be kept in 
harmony. It comes as no surprise to me 
that if you do not provide a healthy and 
liberal environment for people to live in, 
then perversion and aberration creeps into 
their lives. 

Twenty-first century living seems to 
offer a high degree of freedom and liberty 
for the people of western countries, but 
this is mostly an illusion. Ordinary people 
are conditioned and_ controlled by 
advertising, companies, banks, the media, 
and the law. More laws are constantly 
made to hold society in check as it 
wrestles to escape the all-encompassing 
clutch of the world’s 10% richest. 

Communism has failed to offer an 
alternate form of society and capitalism 
works only to provide a limited freedom. 
Each Friday night in our cities, thousands 
of young people go out on the streets 
drunk beyond their reason. Beautiful 
young men and women see their highest 
pleasure in retching on the streets, 
screwing each other in drunken and 
unremembered bouts of animal lust, and 
the law can do little to prevent this 
seeming animalism from occurring. 

The cause is easy to see. The people 
sense they are caught in a trap, ensnared 
by the invisible control of the ruthlessly 
greedy. This is their only escape! 
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Shoots 





I only photograph to get source 
TPA Y-FEXeAMCOMMYYO)U@ROSOM-DOLCMALTUOMBDNTCOM-Val 
images. The raw _ photos are 
completely different to the final 





images. I though you might like to 
see a brief selection of untouched 
photos from some of the hundreds 
of shoots I’ve done. 











Charlotte 
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| I only shot Emma once and then lost contact, 
; which was a pity because she had a beautiful 
animal charm. 
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BY MOL & NICKI 2005 


























Saffy is a great creative woman 
working with many artists and 
photographers in Europe and the 
USA. 
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I think I shot with Saffy about 6 
times over a number of years. We 
created some interesting images 
together, although I think some of 
her best work was done with an 
Italian photographer with a great 
publishing record. 

Em... that’s me playing a role in 
my own image with Saffy below— 
an image warning about wife- 
beating! 

I count Saffy as a muse in the fact 
that in her presence, I always felt 
very creative and unlimited in what 
kind of images could be dreamed 
up. The best working relationship 
is always built on trust between 
very creative people. 

Saffy is not just a model but an 
intelligent person doing a lot in her 
professional work to help others in 
the community. I learnt recently 
that she is now an artist herself. 
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After reading the Daily Express at breakfast, 
Kitty realised she had arrived on the 

wrong planet 18 years ago, and decided 

to return to the stars. 





Return to the Stars 


Mol & Katia 
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was a model snapped by a page 3 
photographer who kindly allowed 
me to include it in a manipulation 


This was my first image created in 
this period of my life working in a 


digital environment. The camera 
was a 1.3 mega pixel and the girl 
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Now and then you meet a model who is 
just so damned photogenic that you 
want to keep them trapped in the 
wardrobe all to yourself so you can 

roll them out every time you get 
a great image idea. Why would 
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you want to do that? Well, so many times, 

women are modelling for a very short time 

» and then give it up. I would loved to 

have worked with Jenny a few more 

7 times, but alas—she got a ‘proper’ 
job. Shame! 
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The future holds extraordinary 
opportunities for our future evolution. 
Jenny modelled for this. | 
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Victorian Gothic 
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uble-jointed as the result of a serious 
ition. Sometimes in life, one can turn a 
into an advantage! This is often the secret 
al. Can you tell which limbs really belong to 


from the fake ones I have cloned in? 


1 are wrong! See over to see if you were right. 












































This is the raw unadulterated photograph I took of 
Alison for the image on the previous page. 





















































If anyone should doubt the extraordinary 
contribution made by females modelling to 
the work of photographers and artists like 
me, take a look at the courage of models 
like Alison. On a cold winters day, in the 
snow, in a part of London in full daylight, 
Alison strips off ready for an outside art 
nude shoot. 
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I have this oven in my kitchen with 
a mirrored door. I asked a few 
models to photograph themselves. 
Here are two of them. 
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The Immortal Project 


I am currently working on a very long So far, I have been working on it for a 
project to Immortalise 50 women from year and there is still much to do. How- 
the UK. This involves photographing ever, I thought you might like to see a 
them, creating a fantasy image of each of selection of fantasy images from the pro- 
them, and then collecting items from ject. So here they are in the next few 
them to store in a Time Vault to be pages or so. 


opened in 150 years. 
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Woman are the seat of humankind. 
They are the half of humanity from 
which we all emerge into this world. As 
a man, I am no more than an ant to her 
queen: one in a billion spermatozoa 
desperately swimming towards the egg. 
As I acknowledge this, why would I not 
spend years imaging women? 

My images are also about the 
influences of mass-media penetration 
into our thoughts through television, 
film, and the Internet, through both 
commercial advertising and 
entertainment. I feel that virtual 
‘experience’ through story-telling in all 
forms has also influenced who and 
what we are as much as truth and 
physical experience. In the future, the 
intrusion of virtual experience will over 
-take the daily input of real experience. 
My images are created in the 
playground of that scenario. Nothing is 
real already. We merely think it is, but 
we already achieved the future goal and 
are now all immersed within the thing 
we constructed. If anything, my images 
represent the red pills and the blue pills 
of The Matrix. 

My art is not about brutality 
towards woman. It is about putting 
woman at the centre of unexpected 
events. The most profound event that 
will happen to you the reader is being 
born, and you have already forgotten 
that event. The next biggie is dying. 
My images represent for me a personal 
view of the events in between those 
two moments in my life beyond the 
‘normal’ things of living and raising 
children. They are glimpses into human 
imagination and our primal fears and 
desires. 

But there are limitations of course: 
some born of the players on my stage 
and their acceptance of what I wish to 
show; some born of my own morality, 
or fear of what some people might 
wrongly think of the results. All of us 
imagine so many things we deem not to 
bring into reality. We think dark 
thoughts as well as good ones, and 
most of us choose to leave the darkness 
rightly imprisoned within our minds. 
We should not for one moment though 
assume we can all keep them locked 
there. 
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Alison 

Joanne & Naomi 
PNanteberere) 

oanna Power 
Holly (IvoryFlame) 
see page 

Angela 

AVAToiKeyers| 
Anonymous 
Victoria Thomas 
Grace 

Amie 

Saffy 

Anonymous 
AVAToiKeyers! 
IN(>.@syarseyl 

Saffy 

Angela 

AVA Tol Keyere me Maleyentels 
Lesley Evans 

See Page 

See page 
Fuchsia(top) Krys & Lauren(bot) 
Amie 

Yashan 

Saffy 

Chloe 

Carmen 

Fay Vidler 

Elaine (Red Dove) 
Angela 

Slinky 

Grace 
Pavereyenssereles 
Angela 

ING To emanate 
Binnur 

Angela 

Agata 

Keira 

Lisa 

Elaine (Red Dove) 
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Keira Kruger 
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Micki & Steve 
Yurata 

Helen Nash 
IN. @ bance 
INEYeb Es 

Gemma Fishpool 
Anne Powers 
Stacey 

Helen Nash 
Laura 

Ivana 

Anne Powers 
See page 

See page 
Laura 

Alex & Kim 
Alex & Kim 
Cielo 

WAAAY Eveveteren bane! 
Maria 

Ale) 

Saffy 

Holly 

Keria 
Anonymous 
DNase 

Jin 

Saffy 

Stacey 
@at-alejare 
Shula 

Beth 

Lenka 

See page 
Anonymous 
Saffy 
Rosaleen Young 
See page 
Claudette 
Gig-lee 

| Syanvent) 

INGToce! 

Ivana 

Saffy 

Mimi 

Rudi & Amber 
SIVAYasaahy Co) 
Slinky 

Micki & Steve 
Eve 

Micki & Steve 
Agata 

Slinky 
Annelise 
Alison 

Lucy 
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{unknown Eastern European model} 
Angelica 

Joanne & Naomi 
Marina 

Krys & Lauren 
Maria 

Jenny 

Sarah-Louise 
Lauren Ward 
Sharon 

Eve 

Maria 

Charlotte 

Eve 

Eve 

Fay Vidler 

Fay Vidler 
Charlotte (small) 
Tara (Large), Lucy, Laurianne (small) 
WETele 

Carly 

Abigal 

Abigal 

Agata 

Agata 

Lauren Wsrd 

Ivana and Colleague 
My Mannequin 

WRAY Eveveteren bane! 
Chrissie (Large Image) 
Micki (small Images) 
Alison 

Alison 

Alison 

Alison 

Alison 

Alison 

Amanda 

Amanda 

Paris 

Slinky 

Slinky 

Angel Lore 

Angela 

Ivana 

Kirsten 

Brigitte 

Abigal 

Abigal 

Ivana 

Sarah Hair 

Lauren Wsrd (small image) 
Kim (large image) 
Jenny 

Helen 

Alex Farwell 

Alex Farwell 

Saffy 

Saffy 

See page 

See page 

Helen Nash (top), Katreena (bot) 


297 Iwona (top), Nadia Bishop (bot) 
298 Iwona Pilch 

pe)) Katie Macdonald 

e100) Maria Lowry 

301 Susan Parks 

302 Ruth Adamson 

303 Rachel Vowden 

304 Anne Power 

305 AV Gbabbactten.< 

306 Marianne (small images) 
307 Fay Vidler (large image) 
308 Annelise 

309 My Lesley 

310 Lisa 

311 Lisa 


312-315 Victoria 


Note: many of the females and models in these pages use 
alias names to protect their true identities. If I have got any 
names wrong, please forgive me. 


Editing and Proofing: Lesley Evans 


Watik 


All the art images in this book are available as signed 
limited edition art prints which will endure for at least 
200 years. These are inexpensive. Email me for details. 


Email: artistmol@hotmail.com 
Web: www.molsmith.net 
Tel: 0771 046 2758 


Omissions 


I have taken thousands of photographs and created a few 
more art images to date than I have included in this book. 
Most important omissions are my 3D images which are view- 
able only with 3D glasses. I hope to bring out a future work 
just containing 3D images. 
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